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roar of flame as it went down were fascinating and terrifying.
An elm tree which shaded my suburban garden cut off
the view at last. Perhaps less than a minute had passed. It was
a journalistic instinct that shot me to the telephone in the
front hall of the villa. It seemed but a second before
O'Flaherty's voice sounded at the other end of the wire.
As I dictated briefly an account of the scene just unfolded,
O'Flaherty re-dictated to the cable operator, who sat within
a few feet of his desk in the London office. The message went
off at "urgent" rate, taking precedence over all other des-
patches on the cable.
The time was midnight—7:00 p.m. in New York. There
was no censorship on that despatch and others which followed
it. When we checked up, we discovered that newspaper of-
fices in the United States had received news of the destroyed
super-Zeppelin before the ship had actually reached the
ground.
Transmission across the Atlantic had been less than a min-
ute. The original bulletin had raced over the leased wires of
the United Press at home in less than that. From the moment
that Lief Robinson, a fearless young British aviator, had
flown above it in a fast single-seater and "hurled an incen-
diary bomb on its nose, it had required more than five min-
utes for the giant flaming mass to fall harmlessly in a field out-
side London.
Twenty-four hours later in the office of Captain Reginald
Hall at the Admiralty in Whitehall, I held in my hand the
identification disk worn by the commander of the Zeppelin.
He had jumped from the burning gondola. His body had
thudded a hole in the ground as he struck. Every bone was
broken, but he breathed until they touched him. He was the
same man who had carried out orders some months before
to raid the "fortified city of London." He had gone back to

